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my finances ; and at the time of which I am writing
I was in great difficulties.
When things were beginning to look very black,
Gilbert MiUer nobly came to the rescue, and through
him I was kept steadily in work from June, 1934, to
June, i93&~-in Men in White and Twarich, both of
which were at the Lyric Theatre. With that my
immediate worries were removed. Dreams of leading
parts seemed to have vanished more than ever:
but far from being ungrateful, I was glad of those
parts, small as they were.
It was during the run of Men in White that my
boy had to undergo another operation. Dr. de
Martel in Paris, whom I am fortunate enough to have
as a friend, very kindly offered to perform this
operation, as he had done the first one for appendicitis,
which had been most serious. I was told at the time
that only Martel would have dared operate and
succeed with the boy's appendix in such a state.
Unquestionably he saved my son's life. Kindness
such as his one rarely gets, and I shall never cease
to think of him with gratitude.
As I said good-bye to my son at Victoria Station
I felt rather sad and very worried; but it was a
great relief to me that he was going to stay two
days, before entering the nursing home, with Countess
Orietta Borromeo, who had most kindly put off
leaving Paris for a few days as she knew that I
could not give up my work.
As everybody will remember, Men in White was
a play which portrayed entirely hospital life. The
whole plot revolved round medical students, nurses,
and doctors, and the big scene of the play was the
operating theatre, with all the doctors and students